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apparently, no intention of doing so. It is, as I
have said, an unwritten law, that on entering an
apartment in Russia the head shall be uncovered,
more out of respect to the sacred Ikon, which
always stands in one corner, than out of politeness
to the occupants of the compartment. I had never
yet seen the rule departed from, and felt sure that
the man had some hidden motive in remaining
covered. His dress was unique if not becoming:
a pair of grey tweed trousers, surmounted by TL
Siberian peasant's caftan, secured by a broad red
sash round the waist, and a pair of high-heeled,
buttoned boots. Save for a thick wooden cudgel,
which lay on the table beside him, the stranger'was
apparently unarmed. Who could the man be ? and
where in Heaveu's name had he dropped from this
wild stormy night, or rather morning ? for I
noticed with satisfaction that day was beginning to
dawn.

Who he was, must remain a mystery. He left
about 5 a.m., as suddenly as he had come^aud the
old post-master was either too frightened or too
lazy to bend up to the prison for a couple of Cos-
sacks. One circumstance convinced me that my
suspicions were well founded. Having made a hearty
meal of tea, black bread, mid sardines, he pushed
his chair back, and resting both feet on the stove,
lit a cigarette. While so doing his cap slipped off,
and I distinctly saw that' one half of his Jicad was
-partly shawd, the distinguishing mark of the Siberian
convict. That he was an " ostrojnik " I do not for a
moment doubt. He never once caught sight of me,
lying as I was in the shadow of the table; but Lan-